TJie George Sand-

knows now how to give great kisses, laughing wildly all the
while; she finds that very funny.

And the novel? Does it go on its way the same in Paris as
in Croisset? It seems to me that everywhere you lead the same
hermitlike existence. When you have the time to think of
friends, remember your old comrade and send him two lines to
tell him that you are well and that you don't forget him.

LV.    To GEORGE SAND

I am worried at not having news from you, dear master.
What has become of you? When shall I see you?

My trip to Nohant has fallen through. The reason is this:
my mother had a little stroke a week ago. There is nothing
left of it, but it might come on again. She is anxious for me,
and I am going to hurry back to Croisset. If she is doing well
towards the month of August, and I am not worried, it is not
necessary to tell you that I shall rush headlong towards your
home.

As regards news, Sainte-Beuve seems to me very ill, and
Bouilhet has just been appointed librarian at Rouen.

Since the rumours of war have quieted down, people seem to
me a little less foolish. My nausea caused by the public cow-
ardice is decreasing.

I went twice to the Exposition; it is amazing. There are
splendid and extraordinary things there. But man is made to
swallow the infinite. One would have to know all sciences and
all arts in order to be interested in everything that one sees
on the Champ de Mars. Never mind; someone who had three
entire months to himself, and went every morning to take notes,
would save himself in consequence much reading and many
journeys.

One feels oneself there very far from Paris, in a new and
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